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COLONEL WHARTON: I see that my wife has told you that
Fm not very veil.

MRS. POOLE: Oh, aren't you., Colonel? I'm so sorry to heat
that.

VICAR: She told me this morning after Communion that
you weren't quite up to the mark these days.

COLOXEL WHAKTOX: I remember in Egypt, when a horse
or a mule sickened^ the vultures used to gather round
out of an empty sky. Most remarkable.

MRS. WHARTON: George, what are you saying?

COLONEL WHARTON: [With a Utter chuckleI\ Did Evelyn ask
you to come and minister to me?

VICAR: It's not very unnatural that when I hear you're ill
I should like to come and see you. And5 of course, it
does happen to be one of the duties of my office.

COLONEL WHARTON: I don't know why Evelyn should
think I want to be molly-coddled out of the world like
an old woman. I've faced death before. 1 don't suppose
anyone wants to die before he must, but when my time
comes 1 hope to face it like a gentleman and a soldier.

JOHN; Oh, that I should live to hear my own father talking
through his hat. Don't you believe a word those rotten
old doctors say. You'll live to bully your devoted family
for another twenty years.

COLONEL WHARTON: Don't talk nonsense to mes John. You
all treat rne like a child. No one must cross me. I must
be petted and spoilt and amused and humoured. God
damn it, you never let me forget it for a minute.

MRS. WHARTON: Shall we go for a little turn in the garden?
The sun is out now.

COLONEL WHARTON: If you like. I shall stay here. Fm chilly

MRS. WHARTON: A stroll would do you good, George. The
Vicar was asking how the new Buff Orpingtons were
getting on.